The Post-War Seme
Of dowager Mrs. Phlaccus, and Professor and Mrs. Cheetah
I remember a slice of lemon, and a bitten macaroon,
is to observe that the one piece recalls the other not because a
polite tea-party is their common setting, but because both
poems are a commentary on civilized futility. Eliot's Preludes
are re-echoed repeatedly, most clearly perhaps in this fragment
from Bishop's poem on Montmartre:
. . . Dawn begins not as a light
But as the sound of ashmen's feet...
If this is day it has
The complexion of a night-beggar's
Unshaven and disastrous face ...
The taxis roll before the Trinity
The taxis roll about the empty square
Like billiard balls in a room one has left.
At the corner of Saint Lazarus
Workmen lean on coffee cups
Devouring crescents. Blouses
Bluer than the sky and as the morning ravenous ...
Memory wipes away the night
As a damp rag might smear a dirty glass...
Nor is it alone such whispers as
And look behind the broken chain
And look along the shadow on the
Wall. Rat turds. Spiders.
There was no one ever there!
which evoke the dry bones, the stale smells, the horror of
emptiness which haunt the Preludes and their more symbolical
companion-piece: Rhapsody on a Windy Night, as also
Eliot's later work.
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